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Always Welcome 


He sits on my couch and stares at me with those dark, watery doe-eyes as though pleading with me to creep 
into his soul and piece the fragments back together. His hair is lank and his hands dangle between his spread 
legs. In his grief Dave looks thirty years younger than his current age. 


Twenty-odd years. That's how long they'd been together. Twenty years and change. Soon to be pushing thirty. 


His heartbreak is understandable as are the tears that sporadically appear. 


In between bouts of crying, wailing, and begging I've managed to put the story together. Taylor, sick of Dave's 
drinking, over exuberant personality, and long periods of being away from home, had finally taken the initiative 
and kicked Dave out. A single suitcase of clothes was all that had accompanied the dark haired man and, for 
some reason, he'd decided it was my doorstep that he'd darken. Not Nate's, or Chris's, or anyone else from the 


band or crew. But mine. Someone he sees maybe once a year at the most. 
"Jerry." 


| see his lower lip begin to tremble once more and his eyes well up with tears. He knots his fingers together 


and, for once, all the hyperactive energy that we know has well and truly drained out of him. 


"I know, buddy. | know." 

Sighing, | sit beside him and drape an arm around his shoulder. What are you supposed to do, or say, for 
someone whose partner of a quarter of a century has just kicked them to the curb? There's only so much 
you can say and only a little more that you can do. How many times can you listen to them pick apart their 
lives in order to try and figure out why they were kicked out? 

He leans into me and | wrap my arm tighter around him. He wants someone to comfort him in his hour of 
need and, for some unknown reason, I've been tasked with that. Not that | mind. I've been there a couple of 
times and it's a blessing to know that there's someone who's willing to sit with you, even for an hour, and 
listen to your woes. But | get the feeling that Dave's going to be here for a while. 

My fingers stroke over his hair, picking out knots and straightening the kinks, and | hear him purr softly. It's a 
sound that warms my heart and, for a moment, | know that his mind's not on the life changing argument that 
lead to him beating down my door at sunset. 

"My house," he murmured. 

"| know." 

"Kicked me outta my house, Jerry.” 

"I know, buddy." 

He falls silent for a moment and, beneath my fingers, | feel him take a deep, shuddering breath. 


Finally, | ask, "Why'd you come here?" 


There's another sniffle and he shifts a little. The arm of his black tshirt rides up beneath my fingers to show 
off his thick arms and faded tribal tattoos. 


“cause the other guys would have raged on me for what | did. You.. You're." 

"Safe ground because | don't know the extent of what happened between you and Taylor?" 

He sighs again and nods, his dark hair trailing across his face. "Yeah." 

‘Is it as bad as you made out?" 

Another nod and another sigh. "And I've probably embellished it somewhat. | don't blame him. | am a fuckin’ 


handful and he didn't know what he was getting into when he shacked up with me. His resentment built and 
built and built over like, twenty fuckin’ years, and then - BOOM! He'd had enough. And | really don't blame him. | 


don't. | could have done better. | could have slowed the drinkin’. | could have spent less time in the studio and 
on the road. | could have calmed my personality down. But, no. | kept going and going and going and suddenly the 
one thing that meant the absolute world to me disappeared" 


Even as he blames himself for their break up the heartbreak is evident in his voice. He knows he's done wrong 


and knows that, at some point, once it's all blown over, he'll have to try and win Taylor back. Until then.. 
"Well, there's a place here for you until you decide what to do." 
He looked up at me and, for the first time, | see happiness twinkle beyond the tears. "Thanks. | appreciate it" 


Its obvious that he's had a long day. His clothes are sticky with sweat and his face is stained with tears. | 
glance at the clock and realise that it's way past midnight. As in two and a bit hours past midnight. He arrived 
over six hours ago and has done little more than cry. | let my hand drop to his back and rub his spine. 


"Look, you go and take a shower and I'll go and make up a room for you. Get some sleep and see how you feel 


in the morning. Deal?" 


He gives me a sliver of that award winning smile. "Deal." 


| check in on him before | go to bed and he's barely visible beneath the piles of pillows and comforters. With 
the moonlight streaming through the windows, all | can see is a shock of dark hair stark against the white and 
a cat shaped sentry lying on either side of him. 


| wake the next morning to the sun in my eyes and the distinct feeling that I'm going to be hearing a lot more 
about Dave's life. Before that, however, | need coffee. As much as | love Dave, there's only so much | can 


listen to before my first caffeine fix of the morning. 


Wandering through the house, I'm surprised to see him already awake and outside. In true Dave style, he's 
naked bar a pair of swimming shorts. He's sitting by the pool, his legs dangling in the water and his two feline 
sentries sitting beside him. The sight makes me smile. | don't know whether they can truly sense his 
heartbreak or have just found another human to scrounge food from but to see him with some company 


makes me happy. 


| watch him as I'm brewing coffee and notice that his hands are dangling in front of him. Leaning into the 


window, | take a look at what he's got and burst out laughing. 


Its no wonder the cats are with him. He has their favourite toy - feathers on the end of a fishing rod - and 
is dangling them in the water. The cats are fascinated, watching the way they sail across the surface, but not 


daring to jump in and retrieve them. 


Making a couple of mugs of coffee, | go out and join him. He doesn't look up when | sit beside him, instead 


foscinated by the trails that the feathers are making 

"Made you a coffee, dude” 

| see a flicker of a smile as | place the mug beside him. 

"Thanks. 

| nod to the cats. "They've really taken it you" 

His smile widens and he finally lifts his head to look at me. "Yeah. They're cute. Weird looking but cute’ 
"They're Cornish Rexes. Very friendly fuckers” 

He reaches out and scratches the head of the darker of the two. "What are their names?" 


"The one that you're petting is Teddi. The light coloured one is Dealer. They're good cats. Come when called, like 


to play fetch, and love hanging out with anyone who's around. As you're discovering." 


Dave pauses and takes a breath as he looks around himself. | can see him taking in the trees and the sun- 
warmed paving. He appears to be relaxing, taking himself from the place that he was and into one that's 


happier. 
"You have a beautiful house," he murmurs. 
"Yeah. Yeah, it's pretty great." 


He lives in a sprawling mansion with more rooms than he'll ever use and a garage that could house an RV. It's 
got to feel impersonal at times and | suppose that here, my place, feels a little more homely. A little more 
loved. A little more.. lived in. | can't imagine the coolness of his house if his relationship's been falling apart for 


a while. 

"So.. you and Taylor." | gently press. "Are you gonna call him?" 

He sighs and turns his attention back to the pool and the feathers. "I should give him a couple more days. He's 
been through a lot with me and he deserves some time to himself. Deserves some time away from the cause 


of his pain" 


The final word cracks from his throat and breaks even my musty old heart. Dave lowers his head to his chest 
and | put my coffee down so as to stroke his back. He shivers beneath my touch and | see him take a heaving 


breath. 
"Dave.. Neither of you have to suffer." 


"| do," he whispers. "I really do. | have to pay for what I've done to him, even if it means spending the rest of 
my life alone. He didn't deserve to live in my shadow, or to handle me every day. He didn't deserve the 
outbursts, or the way | became quiet and shut him out. He didn't deserve the nights that | didn't come home, 
or drank until | couldn't remember his name. He didn't deserve any of that." He sighs again and shakes his head, 
hiding himself from view. "He deserves someone who loves him with everything that they've got. He's a 


beautiful man with a beautiful soul and he deserves someone who'll appreciate that." 


"Dave." My heart aches for him but | know that words will do little to shake him from the darkness that he's 


stepped into. | let him wallow in his sorrow for a moment before continuing, "Pick a cat." 
Dave finally lifts his head and looks at me with a confused look. "Sorry?" 
| smile and nod to the cats. "Pick one. Either one. Doesn't matter which." 


He looks down at the two cats. They're watching him intently as though they're pleading with him to pick them. 


Eventually Dave wraps his hands around Dealer and places the Siamese coloured cat in his lap. "This one." 


"Are you fucking joking?" 


Dave stares at me as though I've lost my mind. | just smile and shake my head. "Nope. Not joking." Reaching 
behind myself, | clip the slender leash to Dealer's harness and hand it to Dave. "They love being out here. And 
they're like funny-looking dogs." 


Dave looks at me, then back at the leash, then to the cat at the end of it. | reach behind myself and clip the 
second leash to Teddi. She happily scrambles through the seats and drops herself into my lap. 


Opening the passenger door, Dave steps out onto the beach and gives a gentle tug on the leash. "Here, kitty, 


kitty. 


Dealer needs no encouragement and leaps from the car and to the sand, giving Dave a shock that he probably 
didn't need. He's a dog man and the sight of seeing two cats acting in the same way as the dog that he's got 
at home is probably fucking with his head more than Taylor kicking him out. 


There's not a cloud in the sky and the sea's lapping at the shore. Bar a few birds circling overhead, we're alone 
and Dave seems grateful for the empty expanse of beach. And there's no chance that he's going to be left 
standing as Dealer hauls him straight for the rocky outcrops that are scattered along the sand. 


Not that Dave seems to mind and he trots behind the cream-coloured cat, commentating what they're seeing 


and asking where he'd like to go next. Teddi and | watch them for a moment before following in their wake. 


We wander along the beach, the cats taking in the scents and sounds. Dealer drags Dave to the rocks before 
turning to the shore and finally returning to the rocks. Dave seems perfectly content and | can see the stress 
leaving his shoulders. He continues to chatter away as the cat hops up onto the rocks and balances his way 
along them before plonking his furry butt on a dry spot. Dave pulls himself up and sits to watch the waves, 
the leash wrapped around his wrist and his fingers stroking Dealer's head. 


Tucking Teddi under one arm, | pull myself up beside them and smile at Dave. "Nice out here, huh?" 
"Fuckin: beautiful. Thanks for bringing me out here." 


"No worries. Its nice to forget it all for a while and these guys -" | nod to Teddi, who's taken to curling up 
against my knees. "Are great for helping with that. They love exploring. One of the reasons | love this breed. 
They're up for fuckin’ anything.” 


Dave smiles as the wind whips at his hair. He uses his free hand to grab it and pull it away from his face. 


"Yeah. It's odd taking these guys for a walk but they're definitely inquisitive. It's a nice change." 


Silence falls over us and our attention turns to the rolling sea My thoughts wander to Dave and how he's 
feeling. He seems to do a good job of hiding any issues. Hell, he made him and Taylor look great on stage. You'd 
have never thought that there was friction between them. And maybe there wasn't while they were on tour. 


Maybe it only erupted once they'd arrived home. Who knows? I'm sure none of us will ever find out. 

From the corner of my eye | see him shuffle closer. | hear him sigh and see him glance at the ground before 
lifting his head. | feel his fingers reach beneath my hair and tickle along the back of my neck. The brief 
moment of contact sends a shiver down my spine and makes my heart clench. Its been a while since someone 
touched me so intimately but.. 

"Dave... 

He looks at me, his expression one of sadness and heartbreak. "What?" 

"Are you sure this is a good idea?" 

He moves a little closer and his fingers briefly tighten around my neck. My heart catches in my throat as he 
leans in, his lips only millimetres from mine. | can feel his warm breath tickling my cheek and his hair twists 
around mine. Oh, how I'd love to stick my tongue down his throat before dragging him home and making him 
sing. But | can't. Not now. 


"Really sure," he softly replies. 


| place a hand against his shoulders and just hold it there, not pushing him away and not pulling him close. | 
just want him to know that I'm there. 


‘lm not sure you should be doing this, Dave." 


His lips whisper closer to my cheek and | close my eyes. | don't want to look at him because l'm scared that I'll 


give in and let him get on with it. 


"Why?" His voice has become low and husky and the tone makes my groin tighten I've thought about taking 
advantage of him in heartbroken state. Who wouldn't? He's a good looking guy and probably good in the sack. 
But still. There's morals at play here. Morals that both of us need to be thinking about. 


"Because you're heartbroken and not in a good place right now. Are you doing this because you genuinely want 
to or because you're trying to heal the pain that you're feeling? How will you feel if we go through with this 
and you go back to Taylor? You need time, Dave. What you don't need to be doing is making decisions that 
could affect your future." 


He sighs and | feel him pull away. Opening an eye, | glance to my right and see him sitting his head hanging. He 
clutches Dealer's leash tightly in his right hand as though he's determined to never let go. 


"You're right," he murmurs before rubbing his free hand across his nose. He takes a deep, shuddering breath 
and continues to gaze at his feet as he speaks. "I need people around me and | get itchy when I'm alone. It's 
why, in the past, I've jumped from one relationship to another. | suppose a therapist would call it codependency. 
| just thought it was me being me. But you're right; hooking up with you would absolutely be the wrong thing 
to do. | love you to bits, Jerry, and | don't want to compromise that. | don't want to see you in six months and 


regret that time that | dived into your pants because | was lonely." 


My heart breaks at his words and | reach out to rest a hand on his shoulder. "It's okay. Really, it is. But 
y y y 
ou're not gonna leave here and jump into bed with someone else are you? Because you need to fix this bed- 
Yy g P y y 
hopping thing. You can't go racing out because Taylor's kicked you out. Twenty-five years, man. That's what 
ou two have together. You can't throw it away because you need the attention of someone else to survive. 
y g y y 


You need to live in your own skin first and if | can help with that then | will” 
| know | shouldn't be offering up my time like that but, hey, Dave and | go a long way back. And right now he 
needs a place where he's not going to put himself into harm's way. Whether that's for two days or two weeks, 


| don't know. But he's welcome to stay and get himself back on his feet. 


He lifts his head and smiles at me. "Thanks, man. Appreciate it" 


He stayed with me for another two weeks before disappearing like the proverbial thief in the night. He talked 


to Taylor during those days and went out to lunch with him on several occasions. Eventually it became evident 


that Dave was healing. He was growing more comfortable with the person that he needed to become. He was 


growing into his own skin and learning about life away from all that he'd built around him. 

It was when | came home one day that the emptiness of my house hit me. Dave had muttered something 
about being a burden and needing to go back home. The following day he'd made good on that promise. But not 
before he'd left an array of gifts for myself and his "weird furry friends". 

Sitting on the couch, | stare at the photo of Dave on the beach. He'd asked for several more walks and, each 
time, had taken his "weird furry friends" with him. The wind had whipped at his hair and his smile had been as 
bright as the sun as he'd cradled the two cats close. 


| add a message before pressing "send"; They miss you. Come and see them sometime. 


A second later and my phone vibrates with a reply. How's next Friday? HI bring a guitar and sing to them. And 
maybe to you, too. 


| smile at his reply and feel my heart warm. See you at 7? You bring the guitar, Hi bring the beer. 


I'll miss not having him here but he needs to learn to heal the past rather than race into something else that 
may be doomed. 


But, no matter what the future brings, he's always welcome here. Neither myself, nor his furry friends, will 


ever turn him away. 


